The Safety Catch
toughest anywhere. You ought to see 'em dealing with interrupters
and warmongers."
Duly impressed with the need to honour these tough warriors of
Peace, the Leader agreed to make the visit, and Joe Gearie was
instructed to arrange it. It must be allowed that in the events
attending John's visit, some of the warmth and liveliness arose from
Joe's natural ardour in making the preliminary arrangements. The
rest of what happened was merely an expression of that refreshing
candour and freedom from cant which characterized politics in the
days before the war.
When Joe arrived in Westhampton on a Saturday a fortnight
before John's projected visit, his first call was naturally on the Local
Leader at the Will To Peace Headquarters in the High Street. He
stepped briskly out of the train, glared about him, left the station
and set off on foot towards the Branch Office.
He walked for two reasons. One was to survey the territory. The
other was to feel the sense of power that the Meetings Organizer
from the Central Office always enjoyed when he visited a provincial
hole like Westhampton. Even though the citizens did not recognize
that a great man was in their midst, Joe did. And that was enough.
He strode along, looking with a kindly contempt at the shops so
unlike Regent Street, the quaint lumbering trams, and die police-
men who looked so amateur. Thus gazing about him, he failed to
notice a very large young man in a black shirt who was selling the
journal of his organization, and who now stepped back to make
room for a woman with a perambulator to pass along the pavement.
The large young man stepped heavily though accidentally on Joe's
foot. Joe let out a terrific tenor yell and clutched the young man's
arm in an agony.
"You clumsy great elephant," cried Joe. "Look where you're
putting your feet. You've crippled me for life."
The large young man looked at Joe and laughed.
"You've got eyes, haven't you?" he said unsympathetically. "I
can't look all ways at once. I'm not a spider."
"I could tell you what you are," said Joe. "And what's more, you
haven't any manners. You could at least apologize."
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